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and force of its rhythms, its fragments of ineffable
melody, and above all, its endless chromatic
sequences, for ever suggesting but never actually
reaching the full close which I knew not whether
most to dread or to desire. The music itself was
wonderful enough; but more wonderful still was
my clear perception, while I listened, that what
was being presented to me now through the
medium of sound was precisely the same world
which I had seen from the Tower of Sight.
Every phenomenon, and sequence of phenomena,
which I had witnessed there, I recognized now,
in appropriate musical form. The foundation of
all was a great basal rhythm, given out on some-
thing that throbbed like drums, terrible in its
persistence and yet beautiful too; and this, I
knew, represented the mechanical basis of the
worlfi,. the processes which science knows as
'laws of motion' and the like, but which really,
as I then perceived, might more aptly be described
as the more inveterate of Nature's habits. Upon
this foundation, which varied, indeed, but by almost
imperceptible gradations, was built up an infinitely
complex structure of intermediate parts, increasing
from below upwards in freedom, ease and beauty
of form, till high above all floated on the ear
snatches of melody, haunting, poignant, meltingly
tender, or, as it might be, martial and gay
exquisite in themselves, yet never complete, frag-
ments rather, as it seemed, of some theme yet
to come, which they had hardly time to suggest
before they were torn, as it were, from their roots
and sent drifting down the stream, to reappear in